FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
reserved for soldiers, but we were offered a cell there, a cell
which had a fireplace let into its thick wall.
The sixth day we marched for five hours through a desert
region strewn with carcasses. Then we came to the oasis of
Khargalik, which is the terminus of the Karakoram route
that leads from India via Leh. The Tungan we saw at Guma
said that the English would never let Khargalik fall into the
hands of the Soviet-controlled Provincial Government.
It was market-day and we met many people who were on
their way home, laden with cloth or carrying spindles of
white cotton like huge spinning-tops. Muleteers were dipping
squares of bread into the river to make them less hard. . . .
They had no doubt brought them across Tibet in their
packs. I remember noticing the willows which had their
roots in the water.
Nyaz led us to the house of the aksakal, an obsequious
Afghan, young and thin, who was smoking a water-pipe with
a few of his neighbours. I heard Nyaz announcing in the
kitchen that we liked eggs and rice and chicken the same as
other people! It was a long time since we had had a proper
meal. Two old women, noticing that I found it difficult to
rise owing to the stiffness in my back, set themselves to
massage me, energetically and not without a certain
competence. * . .
Frontiers.
On the 16th of July we had for some hours been following
a shady road when we were stopped by Tungan soldiers and
asked for our papers. What could this mean? We offered to
take photographs of them—it always flattered their vanity.
There was laughter over the posing and we finished by
drinking tea with their lieutenant. As is the fashion in Asia,
they had fitted forked props to their rifles, using a piece of
tin marked "Cherry''—which showed how the boxes of the
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